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but as an equal. I saw with their eyes and heard with
their ears and lived their lives. I looked back at my
own people from a new position, and I experienced
some disappointment. It was as when one has lived
long in trenches and they have come to be something
large and spacious, and suddenly one sees from a sap-
head, that they are to the enemy no more than cheap
mounds such as rabbits scratch.
I had watched British life in India. Within it was
a dusty edition of suburbia and externally it was like
isolated islands in seas of teeming native life. So here
in Turkey the British were isolated. They never knew
the people nor their ideas nor their ways. They adopted
a superior air of patronage and sneered and, if possible,
kicked all those who wore fezes. They were ignorant
of the most rudimentary facts, and whoever tried to
learn these was looked on as a lost man and " gone
native." Their superiority did not seem so obvious
from outside. In official life they suffered from the
acute modern disease of " paper." They waded into
paper caring little for live personalities or live facts, but
trusted in written words and reports. They submerged
themselves in paper till lost beneath it. If they then
saw a fact, it was as distorted as the moon through
water to a diver in the sea.
> There were eight British gendarmerie supervising
officers with separate areas, and I was given half the
Ismidt Peninsula with some 600 square miles in all.
We were given a chance to see Turkish official life
from within, as no Englishman had seen it before. I
quickly found that the Turkish and the British officials